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This was the picture of her wondrous thought,
But who can wonder that her thought was so,
Sith Vulcan, king of fire, that mirror wrought
Which things to come, present, and past doth know,
And there did represent in lively show
Our glorious English court's divine image,
As it should be in this our golden age?

[Away, Terpsichore, light Muse, away!
And come, Urania, prophetess divine!
Come, Muse of heaven, my burning thirst alky:
Even now for want of sacred drink I tine.
In heavenly moisture dip this pen of mine
And let my mouth with nectar overflow,
For I must more than mortal glory show.

Oh that I had Homer's abundant vein,

I would hereof another I lias make I

Or else the man of Mantua's charmed brain,

In whose large throat great Jove the thunder spake*

Oh that I could old Geoffrey's muse awake,

Or borrow Cohn's fair heroic style,

Or smooth my rhymes with Delia's servant's file!

Oh could I, sweet companion, sing like you,

Which of a shadow, under a shadow sing I

Or like fair Salue's sad lover true,

Or like the bay, the marigold's darling,

Whose sudden verse Love covers with his wing.

Oh that your brains were mingled all with mine,

T' enlarge my wit for this great work divine I

Yet Astrophel might one for all suffice,

Whose supple Muse chameleon-like doth change

Into all forms of excellent device:

So might the swallow, whose swift muse doth range

Through rare Ideas and inventions strange,

And ever doth enjoy her joyful spring,

And sweeter than the nightingale doth sing,

Oh that I might that singing swallow hear
To whom I owe my service and my love!
His sugared tunes would so enchant mine ear,